There
is no way to make this story interesting.
A pause, a road, the taste of gravel in the mouth. The little rocks dig into my skin like arrowheads.
And then the sense of being smothered underneath a large sack of lentils or potatoes, or of a boat at night slamming into the dock again without navigation, without consideration, heedless of the planks of wood that are the dock, that make up the berth itself.
The boy will not get up.
And, strangely, I am trying to spell both of our names at once. There is no way to make this story interesting.
4.
I want to teU you this story without having to say that I ran out into the street to prove something, but he chased after me and threw me into the gravel.
And he knew it wasn't going to be okay, and he told me it wasn't going to be okay. And velocity, not all of us are bracing ourselves for impact.
And he wouldn't kiss me

